breakdown in a thunderstorm, an eight-hours wait at two airfields for aircraft which failed to arrive, we were at last flown back to Rome in an American transport, the pilot of which did not care two cents whether we had a movement order or not. Our unmistakable British accents were good enough for him as passports. Of the "day-trippers" to the Riviera, I was the last to return to Rome. Nevertheless, I did succeed in writing a leader-page descriptive article which, filling in a good deal of background to the news stories, was approved and published.
Only a few days later I returned to Southern France as an officially accredited correspondent, now entitled to use the full facilities of the Public Relations set-up, including transport, censorship and transmission. Though the difficulties in this bizarre campaign were immense, there was inexpressible relief in the knowledge that one had only to hand in a story, as one posted a letter, and there responsibility ended.
The front was everywhere and nowhere. Sporadic fighting was going on simultaneously in many widely separated places. When I arrived the Germans were still hanging on in fortress positions in Marseilles and Toulon, while, with scattered rearguard actions, the demoralised remnants of General Blaskowitz's Nineteenth Army retreated up the river valleys.
The Americans excelled at this sort of campaign which involved rapid exploitation in headlong dashes. One armoured Task Force, ripping off into the "blue," was stopped only by the Swiss frontier. Philip Jordan, among the lucky correspondents who had attached themselves to it, had a fine story. Generally speaking, the Germans, and their reluctant Eastern allies, had only one main object, namely to surrender to disciplined troops, preferably the Americans. This was understandable. The Maquis, swarming out of their hiding-places, were everywhere, 'thirsting for blood and vengeance. They looked like comic-opera bandits, but, armed with the tommy-guns with which we had so liberally supplied them, were murderously dangerous. Most of theirbody who would write out a plausible-looking document, and eventually succeeded. Then, after a truckr bomb. They continued to burn all night, floodlighting the sky and sea with an angry glow. Pinewoodsto Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
